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maybe the pigs, which were always closed up tight at nights. Tom saw the tracks and 
thought they looked like Lynx.  Tom had warned us about hungry marauding wild 
animals when winter came. There were also, large wolves up in the bush and we could 
hear them at night; such a blood curdling sound. My brother and father used to see them 
when cutting logs for the new barn and rails for fencing. There had been one or two the 
year before, perhaps more, only they never saw more than one at a time. We lived on the 
edge of the timber that ran from the Battle River to the Red Deer, and six miles away in 
the canyon, bears, lynx, wolves and deer were often seen in the fall and winter. The deer 
traveled in a herd in November, after a snowfall but the bears holed up for the winter. 
Lynx and coyotes seemed very plentiful and the wolves always stayed around. We did 
very little horseback riding in the winter and never went into the timber. Sleighing was 
practically our only means of travel then. 
 
 We told our neighbour, Mr. Kilby, about the lynx sleeping under our window and 
he followed the tracks for two days and finally shot it. He brought it to our house and 
threw it into the kitchen. Such a huge beast. He told us he had to put seven bullets in it 
before he killed it. It must have been as hard to kill as a cat. When he threw it into the 
kitchen we got quite a scare. My sister would never sleep on the couch by the bedroom 
window again, after father had teased her and called it her bedfellow, and that settled it. It 
measured six feet from the end of it nose to the tip of its tail. 
